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About This Work

This is a book of  literary fiction. None of the events   described   here   actually   happened.   The characters   are  imaginary  and   have   no connection   to   real   people,   living   or   dead.   Any resemblance is purely coincidental. 

I want to make it clear from the start that I do not support, encourage, or romanticize any form of   violence,   abuse,   prejudice,   crime,   or exploitation.   On   the   contrary:   everything described   here   exists   within   the   universe   of psychological   and   dramatic   fiction,   which seeks   to   explore   the   human   mind   at   its extremes. 

The main character is portrayed as an individual who is psychopathic, narcissistic, obsessive, sadistic, and prejudiced. Most of the narrative is seen through his eyes, written in first person, which   may   cause   discomfort   to   the   reader   at times. This discomfort is intentional: the goal is 

​PG 12              🖤Love for Death 🖤 

to   show   how   far   a   troubled   mind   can   go, justifying   cruel,   violent,   and   destructive   acts   to itself. 

In   addition   to   him,   there   is   also   the   writing   of Valeria,   a   character   who   represents   the contradiction   between   love   and   pain,   passion and   destruction.   Her   narrative   is   essential   for understanding   another   side   of   the   story:   the perspective of a woman who falls in love with the very man who murdered her sister. This paradox

—which   may   seem   impossible   or   absurd—is exactly what drives the drama. 

This is not, therefore, a conventional love story. 

It   is   a   work   that   deals   with  emotional dependency,   obsession,   madness,   and human limits. It can be read as a contemporary tragedy, or as a metaphor for the way love, when distorted, can become intertwined with pain and self-destruction. 

There   are   no   heroes   here.   Only   broken, wounded,   and   sick   human   beings,   trying   to 
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justify   their   choices   and   mistakes.   The   novel, despite appearances, portrays a couple marked by   violence,   desire,   and   their   inability   to   free themselves from one another. 

What   the   reader   will   find   in   the   pages   of   this book is a kind of confessional diary, in which the protagonist   narrates   his   version   of   events, revealing   his   mental   instability   and   obsession. 

Alongside this, we have Valeria’s writing, which, while   showing   vulnerability   and   passion,   also carries guilt, conflict, and surrender. 

Thus,   the   work   can   be   interpreted   in   several ways:

• As a psychological novel, diving into the inner world of disturbed minds; 

• As   a  modern   tragedy,   where   death becomes   the   ultimate   point   of   union between two lovers; 

• Or   even   as   an  indirect   social   critique, since   themes   such   as   family   abuse, inequality,   exploitation,   and   neglect 
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emerge in various passages. 

I  want  to  emphasize   once   again:   this   is   not  a book   that   promotes   violence,   but   a  fictional narrative. It deals with heavy themes precisely to provoke reflection, repulsion, discomfort, and, at the same time, fascination with the intensity of the feelings driving its characters. 

Writing this work was, for me, a difficult journey. I had to enter dark places of the mind, imagine scenarios   and   emotions   I   would   not   wish   on anyone, and give voice to characters living on the   edge   of   morality   and   sanity.   It   is   not   a reading for everyone, but it is for those seeking powerful,   disturbing   works   that   question   the boundaries between love and destruction. 

I hope the reader understands the purpose, can distinguish between the universe of fiction and real life, and can take from this reading not only the   impact   of   the   story   but   also   the   reflection: how far can we go when we confuse love with obsession? To what extent can pain be accepted 
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in the name of passion? 

I am deeply grateful to anyone who has reached the   end   of   this   work.   It   was   written independently,   without   the   support   of   major publishers,   but   with   much   dedication   and commitment. Every page was crafted to provoke in   the   reader   a   mixture   of   fascination   and discomfort—as one should expect from a literary tragedy. 

If this story, in any way, moved you, rest assured that my goal as a writer has been achieved. 

Warm regards. 
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Chapter 01

 "The Monster That Dwells Within Me"  
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I woke up once again. I got up and looked at the sheet on the bed, part of it still over me. Everything seemed thoroughly soaked. I tasted   metal   in   my   mouth.   The   sun   hit   my eyes,   making   them   burn;   the   sensitivity reflected the hangover. I quickly got up and ran to the bathroom. 

I brushed my teeth. I could barely see my own reflection,   but   what   little   I   saw   was   a scratched   face,   with   some   bruised   areas.   I felt pain in a few parts of my body, but that had already become normal for me. 

My pleasure from the previous night seemed to have been enormous, and I felt satisfied. 

But,   again,   the   remorse   came.   The   guilt.   It was   strange   how   sick   my   desires   were   — 

always ending in something so terrifying. 
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That   room   was   a   lover’   quarters,   an inheritance from my father. Like him, I used it   for   my   desires.   The   huge,   tree-filled backyard of that great house and estate was the perfect shelter for my imperfection. And, as I did every weekend, I continued to sin. 

I set about cleaning the mess, getting rid of things and unwanted marks. I couldn’t ask for help: my karma and my cross had to be carried by me alone. A shame—so many souls paying for my malevolence. 

After all the cleaning — so continuous it had become routine — I went to the kitchen. I washed   the   knife   and   opened   the refrigerator, which to me represented a very important part of the house. I took a piece of meat   from   the   freezer,   carried   it   to   the 
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table, grabbed a cutting board, and began to slice it. 

Flashes came into my head. I remembered the previous   night.   The   meat   on   the   table reminded me of the meat from last night, and everything mixed in my mind — mixed to the point of arousing me and making me ejaculate in my clothes. 

I   dropped   the   knife   and   the   meat   on   the table. I ran to the bathroom, cleaned myself, and   returned   to   the   kitchen.   I   found   the damned cat on the table, stealing my meat. I tried   to   reach   it,   but   the   creature   proved quick and sneaky. 

I   went   back   to   the   freezer,   laughed,   and thought:  why am I fighting over a mere piece of meat? 
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I opened the freezer, took another piece, and, looking at the fridge, admired it: it was full. 

I returned with the meat and, remembering what my father had taught me about how to butcher game, started preparing it, then put it in the air fryer. 

The appliance’s ticktock made me think of my father again. I recalled my youth, when I used to go hunting with him in the rural parts of Minas.   We   were   together:   I   held   a Winchester   .357,   a   beautiful   gun   —   “my father already  liked  another  kind   of  gun,  I don’t remember which, but I know it was a long-stock, single-shot, high-caliber weapon.” 

I looked toward the horizon and saw a wild boar. The animal grazed calmly. I raised my rifle; my father told me to be patient and wait 

​             🖤Love for Death 🖤                PG 23 

for the right moment.  “When the opportunity came, I pulled the trigger.”  The animal fell. I hit its head — a precise shot, like many others I had fired before. I had always been good at that. My father and I then went to the boar. 

When   we   arrived,   he   handed   me   his   huge dagger and said I should open it and take care of the animal, since I had been its reaper. So I   did.   For   a   few   hours   I   remained   at   that task: I removed the stomach, heart, and all the   entrails   until   the   weight   lessened.   I thought about cutting off the head, but my father said that would be my trophy. I kept cutting until a deafening grunt came from the woods, something approached running and, to my   father’s   bad   luck,   something   terrible happened. With screams, another boar came 
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out of the woods and charged toward me. I raised the dagger and tried to kill it myself, but, unfortunately, my father put himself in front of me to protect me. 

The   animal   tore   him   like   he   was   a   rag;   I jumped on the beast to try to help my father, stabbed   the   animal   many   times.   It   kept tearing my father; the old man screamed in pain, and when I finally managed to kill the boar, it was already too late. 

When   it   was   over,   my   father   was   on   the ground, shredded, badly wounded; the animal had made huge cuts all over his body, he lay unconscious. 

I ran to the car, quickly returned to where my father was, put him in the car, sped to the hospital,   and   when   we   arrived,   a   hospital 
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response team put my father on a stretcher and   took   him   to   the   emergency   room.   That was the last time I saw him alive. I remember that at the funeral there were many people. 

My father was a very important politician. 

I looked at all those faces and thought:  “Did all these people love my father? Or are they only here because of his money? Am I here for   the   same   reason?”   Soon   more   of   my relatives arrived. Some uncles, also politicians, appeared   with   their   suits   and   expensive watches. My aunt wept a lot over the closed casket, adorned with gold. 

Our family always made a point of flaunting the   status   we   lived   in   —   and   it   was   no different   at   my   father’s   funeral.   I   saw   my uncles and aunts crying. My grandmother cried 
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until she fainted. I watched everything and everyone, but I didn’t understand why I was the only one in the family who did not shed a tear.   There,   remembering   the   boar…   the blood… I knew what I wanted. Even though I was only seventeen, at that moment I made up my mind. And, reflecting, I asked myself:

“Maybe I am a monster?” 
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“The world is divided between prey and predator — the question is whether you know which side of the scale you’re on!” 
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